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TUNE, " ERIN CO BIIAH." 

NOW Spiing smiles once more, said the 

youthful reformer, 
The bird feeds the nestlings she shields 

with her wing ; 
Around their fond parents, that dread no> 

ala^mer, 
The. kids and the lambkins disport in 

a ring : 
Bat I'm left defenceless, in yon tow'F 

foi loru, 
Immur'd lies my fathet.from heme hai&h- 

ly toin ; 
Butwhile poWi's selfish millions his lofty 

head scorn, 
True patriots lor Buraeit wiH civic 

wreaths bring. 

Yet boast not, misantbiopes, who've torn 

the ORA.ND cimtr'terv 
The friend ot mankind, whom you've 

chaiu'd in a cell, 
Would midst his electors- ccrme foi th as a 

ma*tyr, 
Ere for all your places their rights he 

would sell ;, 
The proud, who on war waste the poor'* 

Wood and treasuie, 
May toast bis desti uction, at banquets of 

pleasure , 
But poor men, whom Bankruptcy pain^ 

beyond measure, 
Will bless' Peace's fuend o'ei their coarse 

scanty meal. 

The ciaz'd constitution, an edifice bend- 
ing, 

He strove to support, and with wisdomand 
liwe 

Trac'd each time-torn crevice he purposed 
amending, 

And each loiig falt'n wieck that he meant 
torestote ; 

Then faKe men who sappM its unstable 
foundation, 

Torth issuing, foi c'd him to leave his high 
station, 

And bade him insultingly, preach reno- 
vation 

To Sydney's stem ghost in. the daik 
gloomy tow'r. 

Yesin that dark tow'r, whose strong walls 
everlasting, 

Have stood through long ages the jnst to 
surround, 

All the mis'i les of bondage and calumny 
tasting, 

The Burdeth of other years press'd the 
cold giou ud, 

Thence JWoie, mildopposer of vice and 
delusion, 

And bold R<tlei%h stal&d to unjust execu- 
tion; 



O ! my sire ! my wrong'd sire ! should 
thy blood in piofusion 

Flow timely like theirs, thou'lt like them 
be renown'd. 

But haik how yon concourse cries " Bur- 
deft fot evei ! 

And see how. each ensign's iuscnbM with 
his name ' 

He is fi ee ' — he is free !— O ' ye powers, 
never, never, 

Again may the prison a puie patriot 
claim ' 

Once more, vwth one vOicethey cry Bur- 
den amljreedom ! 

Let them thus tell their wrongs and he'lt 
duteonsly heed 'em ; 

A whole injur'd people bid Bntahi'a Ood 
speed him, 

And- cloath her deceivess with terror and 
shame. 
MaUjcarrj,, TYRTAEUS 



SELECTED POETRY. 

The tav following pieces f torn the handoftkt 
inimitabh Gray, are not generally knotting 
at least do not appear in the xommon edi- 
tions of his works. 

WlTH ; beauty, with pleasure sui rounded 
to languish', 

To weep without knowing the cause of my 
anguish, 

To steal from soft slumbers, and Wish for 
the morning, 

To close my dull eyes, when I see it re- 
turning, 

Sighs sudden, and frequent, looks ever 
deleted, 

Words that steal from tny tongue, by no 
meaning connected, 

Ah, say, fellow swains, how those symp- 
toms befel me } 

Tbey smile — but leply not} sure Delia 
can tell me. 

ThIRSIS, when he left me, swore, 
In the spring be would leturn, 
Ah, what means that springing flower, 
And the bud that decks the thorn ? 
'Twos the NigBUngale that sung, 
'Twos the Lark that npwaid spiung ! 

Sav tes genonx,- belle Eugenie 

Adeseouplets, onsongetoUenvain, 

i,e sentiment v lent trouble i )e Genie, 
Et le pupitie egare l'Kcnvam. 

■plao'd on thy knee, 

Fair Emily j 
1 ne'ei can be a verse imltter- 

Reclin'd on pleasuie's bunk, 

I feel too much to think, 
And the sott seat distracts the writer, 

'e. 



